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1. Fuzon, on a chariot iron−wing'd, On spiked flames rose; his hot visage Flam'd furious; sparkles his hair and beard Shot down his wide bosom and shoulders. On clouds of smoke rages his chariot, And his right hand burns red in its cloud, Moulding into a vast Globe his wrath, As the thunder−stone is moulded, Son of Urizen's silent burnings.
2. `Shall we worship this Demon of smoke, ' Said Fuzon, `this 13. `The sweat poured down thy temples, To Ahania return'd in evening; The moisture awoke to birth My mother's joys, sleeping in bliss.
14. `But now alone! over rocks, mountains, Cast out from thy lovely bosom! Cruel Jealousy, selfish Fear, Self−destroying! how can delight Renew in these chains of darkness, Where bones of beasts are strown On the bleak and snowy mountains, Where bones from the birth are buried Before they see the light?'
